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" I've got yer but, all right. Sergeant. Yer won't part with
'im. Nor will I. 'E's a bloody mascot 'e is. Four wound
stripes and three blues. Mind when Jerry shelled the lines at
'Amlincourt . . . they filled 'is skin with shrapnel. Look at
'em warts on 4s 'ide ... vet said them was ticks, and wanted
to Vacuate 'im till the Toe O showed 'im they was shrapnel-
balls. 'E's a mascot, 'e is, and Bill 'Arris ain't goin't give 5im
the go-by, even if 'e does 'ave to sit be'ind 'is bloody caurcase
for the 6 durashun.' But what I says is, make 'im into a spare
hanimal, I says, and let me 'av the Major's second 'orse for the
mess cart, and get the vet when 'e comes along to sling out that
bitch, Judy, as an intrackable hanimal . . . the bit wot slogged
Andy Merson in the belly with 'er 'eels, and sent 'im to Blighty
with appenacitis."

"All right, 'Arris, I'll tell Mister 'Eath, and will try and
work it."

Bill Harris hitched his breeches a little higher, and clasped his
leather belt cameoed with regimental badges, then administered
an affectionate slap with the body-brush upon the sleek shining
withers of my second horse, and passed warily down the mule
lines. The horses and mules were picketed to stumps of trees,
and to the wheels of limbers, upon the dry slopes of a shell-
pitted field on the friendly side of what in earlier days had been
the rural village of Groisilles, now a shambles of masonry,
uprooted trees, cemetery stones, and devastated gardens. There
was no cover other than the receding slope which prevented
direct observation, though the enemy's balloons would peep up
at odd moments with the object of discovering where the next
concentration was taking place, destined to throw itself against
the defences of the Hindenburg Line. The ground was searched
from time to time with high explosive, but the lines now for two
days, following an erstwhile hedge, had escaped annoyance-
The mules, bored with inactivity, with bellies full, alternately
savaged each other, or let fly at any passing drivers with fore
or hind foot, head or tail, off or near side, with that quaint
anatomical ease conferred upon nature's usefiil digression.

Harris made a detour round the heels and came to the end of
the line at which, untethered, stood a huge, ungainly animal,
pale fawn in colour, of uncertain age, who smiled upon him as
he came forward. That may be difficult to believe, but no one
disputes the fact that a dog will grin, and the smile of a mule,
to say nothing of its high-pitched ribald laughter, is a very